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his forehead, he said, gravely, " Really, monsieur, it is incompre-
hensible ; you look like an intelligent man, and seem to know
a good many things and judge of them in a sensible manner,
just as I do; but about the women I cannot understand how
you can talk in this way. Eh ?"

To change the subject for a moment, I asked him for my
overcoat, and remarked that the evening was growing chilly,
and as we had been walking fast, I thought it prudent for me
to put it on, giving my reasons for avoiding cold. He saw
in my remarks signs of reasoning power, and I was flattered
when he said to me, "Ah, that is just what I was going to tell
you to do, to put on your overcoat Did you think of that
yourself ? You have indeed some good ideas. Bravo !"

You will not be astonished, reader, after the above example*
to learn that Miloud was a guide as far a'S showing one which
path to take to make short-cuts to the different places of inter-
est, but that he was found wanting in information. " Now, Mi-
loud ben Mohammed ben Koujahbass ben Alexander the Great,
how did those corner-stones to the left, and this large one in
the middle bearing Roman inscriptions, find their way into
the construction of this beautiful minaret built by the Moorish
kings of Tlem9en ?" I asked as we stopped on our roundabout
way home before the ruins of a mosque near the ancient walls
overgrown with weeds, grass, and bramble.

"Ah, monsieur, you see my friends here" (pointing, to sev-
eral workmen making excavations near by) "are digging up
bricks and pieces of statues and columns and stones of the
same kind; but, ahem! monsieur, just open your guide-book,
turn to Tlen^en, ruins of Aghadir, and you 'will find out all
about it"